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it's just as if we were all in different parts of the same
room. I'm writing to Oliver by this post. He'd be furious
if he heard I'd written to you and not to him. You'll
write soon, won't you ?

" Love from

" EMILY."

The old spirit was so well revived that Claude's anger
flashed out at Emily's tactless allusion to Oliver. But
the Fourth-Form idea had sunk rather deep into Ms
outlook, and though the old affection surged under the
schoolboy stiffness of his reply, it was scarcely a letter
likely to comfort a home-sick girl, unless she could forget
her sorrows in the thought of his prowess at football.

Cr

Claude had been at school about eighteen months when
the unexpected and unwelcome broke in on his routine.
It Was announced in a letter from Patrick. Pat had not
written to him since he came to school, and, knowing that
a letter meant practically a day's work for him, Claude
was flattered to see the creased envelope, addressed,
apparently, by some backward Board-school child,

But he had not read three lines before his expression
changed. He lifted his face, and looked quickly round
the supper-table, then dropped the letter in his plate.

His uncle was dead.

The blow was so sudden that at first he scarcely felt the
pain of it. Patrick told Mm that the curate had been
ailing for some time, and had been ordered by the doctor
to keep to the house. But an urgent summons had arrived
from a dying shepherd at Little Night. The Rector was
away, and even if he had been at home, poor Board would
have preferred Parson Charley; and in spite of Miss
Kingsley's dissuasions, the curate set out, in the teeth of
an east wind and driving sleet. As he was not back at dark,
Miss Kingsley asked a Westfield-bound farmer to call
at Little Night. On his way he found the parson lying
unconscious by the roadside* and before a doctor could be